NEAR  EAST

Armenians, Jews, Albanians, Syrians, Egyptians,
Arabs, Turks? They have no time or desire to be
courteous, to heed any one but themselves. They
push you from the pavement. They elbow you in
the road. Upon the two bridges they crush past
you, careless if they tread upon you or force you into
the mud. If you are in a caique, traveling over the
waters of the Golden Horn, they run into you.
Caique bangs into caique. The boatmen howl at one
another, and somehow pull their craft free. If you
are in a carriage, the horses slither round the sharp
corners, and you come abruptly face to face with
another carriage, dashing on as yours is dashing,
carelessly, scornfully, reckless apparently of traffic
and of human lives. There seems to be no plan in
the tumult, no conception of anything wanted
quietly, toward which any one is moving with a
definite, simple purpose. The noise is beyond all
description. London, even New York, seems to me
almost peaceful in comparison with Constantinople.
There is no sound of dogs. They are all dead. But
even their sickly howling, of which one has heard
much, must surely have been overpowered by the
uproar one hears to-day, except perhaps in the dead
of night.

Soldiers seem to be everywhere. To live in Con-
stantinople is like living in some vast camp. When I
was there, Turkey was preparing feverishly for war.
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